MEMORY

Tache done, instrument des fuites, 6 maligne
Syrinx, de refleurir aux lacs oil tu m'attends !
Moi, de ma rumeur fier, je vais parler longtemps
Des deesses; et par d'idolatres peintures,
A leur ombre enlever encore des ceintures :
Ainsi, quand des raisins j5ai suce la clarte
Pour bannir un regret par ma feinte ecarte,
Rieur, j'eleve au ciel d'ete la grappe vide
Et, soufflant dans ses peaux lumineuses, avide
D'ivresse, jusqu'au soir je regarde au travers.
O nymphes, regonfions des souvenirs divers.

STEPHANE  MALLARM&.

Ah, sad and strange, as in dark summer dawns

The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square ;

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

Dear as remembered kisses after death,
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned
On lips that are for others ; deep as love,
Deep as first love and wild with all regrets ;
O Death in Life, the days that are no more.

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON.

Life can only be understood backwards ;   but it
must be lived forwards.

SOREN  KIERKEGAARD.

Remembered are in some ways lovelier than actual
goddesses ;  the recollection of loosened girdles more
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